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and in this courtyard was a little company of fantastic
soldiers, dressed in round black hats, white ruffs, gold
and scarlet tunics, with red knee-breeches and stock-
ings and buckled shoes, and all holding tasselled pikes.
They might have marched straight out of a fairy tale.
Anything might happen in a place where such soldiers
mounted guard. Another photograph pretended to
show me "one of the fairest corners" of this place, but
obviously it was either all made up or miles and miles
from anywhere, a secret. What you saw was a long
sunken garden, buried among trees. In the middle
was a rectangular pool, surrounded by paved walks,
beyond which were beds bright with flowers. In the
foreground were enormous lupins, and you never saw
such blue and purple spikes. And everything there,
the trees, the soft mirror of water, the walks and the
flower-beds, seemed to be shimmering in a dreamy
haze, and not a soul was to be seen. A man might
look at that sunken garden, just peep through the
tallest lupins for a minute or two, and then find he
could be happy with the thought of it for a month.

These were all obviously very special places that
you and I would never be able to see. But one photo-
graph was of a street, because it said so. In the back-
ground you could see some tall buildings, but they did
not look very amusing. It was what was happening
in the street itself that was so curious. There was a
white line running across it, and, standing a foot or
two behind this line, was a tall fellow in blue holding
out his arms, which were fantastically gauntleted in